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is full of subtle psychology, fire and high thought, and its form 
is justified by such splendid lines as: 

" They only, who reconquer day by day 
The inch of ground they camped on overnight, 
Have right of foothold on this crowded earth." 

And again: 

"But I so hugged the fleeting self of me, 
So loved the lovely perishable hours, 
So kissed myself to death upon their lipa, 
That on one pyre we perished in the end." 

Best of all, Mrs. Wharton succeeds in the sonnet, that form 'which 
by its set laws and narrow compass offers a bridge between prose 
composition and poetry, and if one were to ask of whom she had 
most diligently studied the art of sonnet-making the answer, 
him who made " The House of Life " rises from such lines as : 
"I heard her feet in irretrievable flight," 
" The touch of kisses that have missed my brow," 
Most exquisite is the sextet from sonnet VIII: 

" But other hearts a long, long road doth span, 
From some far region of old works and wars, 
And the weary armies of the thoughts of man 
Have trampled it and furrowed it with scars, 
And sometimes, husht, a sacred caravan 
Moves over it alone, beneath the stars." 

Mrs. Wharton is of the elect. She is one of those who accom- 
plish whatever they set their hands to and she has innumerable 
facets to her soul. Having proved that she is among the finest 
writers of prose America has ever produced, she flashes another 
facet upon us, and we have a new poet and one we could not 
spare. 



We have already expressed our good opinion of the scholarly 
work of Mrs. Dargan in these pages on the occasion of the pub- 
lication of her " Lords and Lovers and Other Dramas." Despite 
the excellence of the work there, she still lacked the artisf s free 
hand, the full conviction and fire of maturity. The present 
volume,* we feel sure, is apprentice work. It bears every mark of 

*"Semiramis and Other Plays." By Olive Tilford Dargan. New 
York: Charles Scribner's Sons, 1909. 
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being an earlier effort than " Lords and Lovers." One constantly 
sees the student's attempt and the girl's conceptions. " The 
Poet," the last play in the volume, trembles on the historic step 
from the sublime. Genius is perilously near to madness and 
Poe notably wavered between the two states. Poe handled by 
the fiery imagination of young maidenhood, missed the effect of 
genius to give that of its grotesque companion. Indeed, this 
play completely misses the mark. " Semiramis " tries to make 
up for poverty of emotion and inspiration by overloading with 
action and a huddled design. Armies, enemies, friends, serv- 
ants, hurry and scamper back and forth across the stage, and 
doubts, trust and mistrust fairly upset each other as they claim 
the heroine's mind. 

The book shows much haste and carelessness in composition 
in more ways than one. There are many misprints; speeches put 
into the mouths of the .wrong characters; mistakes in cadence 
and rhythm. 

Here and there one gets a fine or fiery line, but they are all 
too few. Mrs. Dargan has in her the making of a dramatist, 
but we make the assertion upon the witness only of her former 
book. 



We have always known Mr. Hewlett was a poet making prose. 
Had he willed the higher task, he might have been that rarest 
growth of earth — a poet. The thin blue volume* is in part a re- 
issue of an earlier volume which expired painlessly, the author 
says a few months after birth. The additions to that small 
volume, namely, the three long poems "Leto's Child," "The 
Niobids " and " Latmos " set the seal of true poet on this volume. 
With the scholar's sense of time, Mr. Hewlett has waited eleven 
years to publish his poems, knowing doubtless that true worth 
will always find a market and only transient stuff need catch at 
occasion. 

Every poet sometime writes his hymn to Intellectual Beauty, 
and the trilogy of poems on Hymnia gives Mr. Hewlett's pictures 
of three approaches to the shrine. In the first the legend of 
Callisto serves to point the sorrows, suffering disintegration of 

* " Artemision : Idylls and Songs." By Maurice Hewlett. New York : 
Charles Scribner's Sons, 1909. 



